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Priestley. As we were passing the door we thought we
might as well look in."
She did not seem overpleased at the unexpected visit.
However, she smiled automatically, " Very nice of you
to think of me," she replied. " Come in, do."
She led the way into the drawing-roam which Oldland
had described. The bizarre effect of the room was rather
marred by the complete untidiness which pervaded it.
.Christine Venner swept sundry garments off the chairs.
" Sit down and make yourselves comfortable/' she
said.
Dr. Priestley watched her closely while Oldland
made a few solicitous inquiries about her brother. Arti-
ficial, yes, and apparently perfectly heartless. She
replied as though she had learnt her part by heart. No,
she had heard nothing of poor Ernest. It was dreadful to
think that he might be wandering about, not knowing
who he was. She really didn't know what she would
do if she didn't get news of him soon. But nothing
serious could have happened to him, or she would have
heard by now. She tried hard to think that no news was
good news.
And then she stopped abruptly as though there was
nothing more to be said on the subject. Dr. Priestley
seized the opportunity. " You must think it very un-
feeling on the part of a total stranger to intrude upon
your sorrow, Miss Venner," he said. " My excuse is
that I met your uncle some years ago, while he was still
in business, and I thought this a fitting opportunity to
offer you my condolences upon his death."
She smiled, and it occurred* to Dr. Priestley that it
was a smile of relief. It occurred to him that she wel-
comed the change of subject from her brother to her
uncle. " A good many people knew Uncle Denis in
those days," she replied, with a touch of malice.
Oldland with difficulty restrained a snigger.      Her